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And makes him tore thefe Accufations forth, 

But he /ball know I am as good. 

Gloft. Asgood? 

Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. 

flinch. I.Lordly Sir: for what are you,T pray, 

But one imperious in anothers Throne ? 

Glofi. Am I not Prote<ftor,fawcie Prieft ? 

Wtnch. And am not I a Prd ate of the Church ? 

Gloli. Yes, as an Out-!aw in x Caftlc keepcs. 

And vfethitjto patronage his Theft. 

{finch. Vnreuerent Glocefier. 

Glofi. Thou art relieve nr, 

Touching thy Spiritual! Ftm<ftion,not thy Life. 

{finch. Rome fhaU remediethis, 
warw. Roame thither then. 

My Lord,it were yourdutie to forbeare. 

Sam. I,fee :he Btlhop be not oner-borne: 
Mcthinkrs my Lord fhould be Religious, 

And know the Office that belongs to fuch. 

Warw. Me thinkes his Lordlhip fhould be humbler. 
It ficteth not a Prelate foto plead. 

Sam. Yes,when his holy State is touch.t fo nceic. 
Wam>. State holy,or vniial!ow’d,what of that f 
Is not his Grace Prote&orco the King? 

Rich. Plantagenst I fee muft hold his tongue, 

Lcaft it be faid,S peakeSirrha when you ihould : 

Muft your bold Verdict enter ralkc with Lords ? 

Elfe would I hauc a fling at Winchefier. 

King. Vnckles of Glofier ,xnd of wfochefter. 

The fpectall Watch-men of onrBoglifh Weak, 

1 would prcuayicjif Prayers might preuayle. 

To ioyne your hearts in loue and amide. 

Oh,what a Scandall is it to ourCr'owne, 

That two fuch Noble Pccres as ye fhould iarre ? 
Beleeue me,Lords,my tender yecres can tell, 

Ciuiil difTenrion is a viperous Worme, 

That gnawes the Bowel-, of the Common-wealth. 

A r.oyfe within, Downs with the 
'fawny. Coats. 

King. What tumult’s this? 

Warw. An Vptore, I dare warrant. 

Begun through malice of the Biihops men. 

A noyfe againe, Stones, Stones. 

Enter Hdl a tor. 

Maior. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Henry, 
Pitty theCitieof London, pitty vs: 

The Bifhop.and the Duke of Gloflers men. 

Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 

Haue fill’d their Pockets full of peeble flones j 
And banding tbemfelues in contrary parts. 

Doe pelt fo faft at one anothers Pate, 

That many hauc their giddy braynes knockt out: 

Our Windowes are broke downe in euery Street, 

And we, for feate,compel fd to {hut our Shops. 

Enter in shjrmijh with bloody Pates. 

King. We charge you^on allegeancc to our felfe. 

To hold your flaugntring hands,and keepe the Peace; 
Pray VnckleG/^ermicdgate chisttrife. 

i .Semitig. Nay,if we be forbidden Stones,wee’Ie fall 
to it with our Teeth, 

z.Serning. Doe what ye dare,we are as refolutc. 

Skirmijb again t. 

Glofi. You of my houfeholdjeaue this peeuifti broyle, 
And fee this vnaccuftom’d fight a fide. 
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3 -Sera. My Lord,weknow your Graceio!. —- 
Iuft,andvpright; and foryotirRoyallBi It h C3Tl, aa 

Inferior to none,but to his Maieftie: 

And ere that wewill fuffer fuch a Prince 
So kinde a Father of the Common-weak 
To be difgraced by an Inke-horne Mate * 

Wee and our Wines and Children all will fi e j, 

And hauc our bodyes flaugiitred by thy f oe j ^ 

l Sent. I,and the very parings of our Nayks 

Shall pitch a Field when we ate dead. ^ 

r, a. o n T r Againe, 

Glofi, Stay,ftay,I fay: 

And if you louemc, as you fay you doe 

Let meperfwadeyouto forbeare a while. 

King. Oh,how this difeor-ddoth afflift my s , 

Can you,my Lord of Winchefter, behold ' 

My fighes and teares, and will not once relent ■> 

Who fhould be pitufullflf you be not f 
Or who fliould ftudy to preferre a Peace, 

If holy Church-men take delight in broyles ? 

Warn. Yecld my Lord Proteaor,yefld f VmM„ 

Except you meane with obftinaterepulfe 1 1 

To flay your Soueraigne.and deftroy the Realme, 

You fee what Mifchiefe,and what Munbcrtoo * 
Hathbeene enacled through ydutenmitic: * 

Then be at pcaceiCxcept ye thjrft for blood. 

F Vinch. He (hall fubmiCjOr I will ncueryecld, 

Glofi. Compaffion on the King commands 
Or I would fee his heart oux 3 ere the Pricti * 1 

Should cuer get that pviuiledge of me* 

PFarw* Behold my Lord of WinchcftertheDiAc 
Hath ban i flit moo die difeontented fury. 

As by his flnoothed Browes it doth appeare: 

Why iooke you ft ill fo Seme s an cl tragical] ? 

Glofi. Here tF&thcfier, I offer thee my Hand, 
King, Fie Vnc\\z3emford, I hauc heard yowpreadi 
That M allice was a great and gricuouj fianc: J 

And will not you rnamtamc the thing yon teach? 

But prone a chiefe offender in ihe tame. 

Warn. Sweet King: the Bifhop hath altindlygyrd^ 
For fliame my Lord of Winchefter relent \ 
Whatjfhall a-Chdd inftruftyouwfut to doe? 

Winch. W dl.Dake of Gloftci% I will ycclii coffee 
Louc for thy Loue^nd Hand for Hand I giue t 
Glofi. Lout I fearemewkha hollow Heart* 

See here my Friends and louing Co rntreymcnj 
This token ferueth for a FUggcof Ttuce, 

Betwixt our felue^and alf our followers; 

Sohelpe me God,as I diflemblcnot, 

winch p So helpe me God 5 as I intend it not< 

King* Oh louing Vnckle^kinde DukeofGloftcr, 
How ioyfull am I made by this Contraft# 

Away my Mafters ? trouble vs nomote f 
But ioync in friendfhip 3 as your Lords hauc done* 
i.Seru. Contenrjle to the Surgeons, 

Sertf. And fo will!, 

pStrti. And I will fee what Phyfick theTauerneaf¬ 
fords* ExemU 

Wflm* Accept this ScrowIe,ti>oft gracious SoucraignCi 
Which in the Right of Richard Phmagmt % 

We doe exhibite to your Maieftie* 

fj/o.Weli vi g’d,my Lord ofWarwick:for fweetPrmtt, 

And if your Grace marke euery cimitnft^nc e 3 
You liaue great reafon no doe Richard right, 
Efpecially for thofe occafions 

At Eitaro place I told your Maieftie* 

J King* Aa ( 


, j^nd^Hoft occafionsjVnckle.were of force: 
tef '^ louing Lords,our plcafure is, 

TheI fw be reftoredro his Blood. 

^Rtch d ^ h/frd be re n oee j to his Blood, 

(fll his Fathers wrong* be recompense. 

50 i As will the rcftjfo willcth Winchefier. 
rTlfRichnrdmW be true,not that all alone, 

,u [he whole Inheritance I giuc, 
i u helon<» vmo the Houfc of 2 orke, 

™ i«v"s rpr»ig.by lin«ll Dcfcem. 

P 0 ®, Thy humble feruant vowes obedience, 
j I * li. fcruice,till the point of death- 
A "JS Stoope then,and fet your Knceagainfl my Foot, 
j ■ r^onerdon of that dutie done, 

AtlJ t thee with the valiant Sword of Torke: 

If c Ltrd ,like a true Plantagenct, 
iH-lhfccreated Princely Duke of Torke- 
Rch And fo thnue Richard, w thy foes may fall, 

^asmiutiefpnng^foperijthey, _ 

‘V t2 ru^eone thought agauifl y^our Maiefty. 
jl Welcome high Pruice.rhe mighty Duke of?>%. 
See). PeriHt bafe Prince,ignoble Duke of Torke. 
dj. Now will it beft auaile your MaiefliC, 
r fl crofle the Seas,and to be Crown’d in France: 

The prefence of aKing engenders loue 
Ifltotigfthis Subie£fs,and his loyall Friends, 

AsitdiT-animates his Enemies. 

g tf K. When Gloficr fayes the word,ICing Henry goes, 
far friendly counfaile cuts off many Foes. 

Glfi. Your Ships alrcadie are in readinetfe, 

Settet, fhnrijh. Exeunt. 
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Jhfanet Exeter. 

Exet. I,we may march in England,or in France, 

■Notfeeing what is likely to cnfuc: 

This late difiention growne betwixt the Peeres, 

Barors rndcr fained afhes of forg’d loue, 

And will atlaftbreake out into a flame, 

Asfeftred members rot but by degree, 

Till bones and flelh and finewes fall away, 

Sovvill this bafe and enuious difeord breed. 
Andnowlfeare that fatall Prophecie, 

Which in the time of Henry, nam’d the Fifr, 

Was in themouth of cuery fucking Babe, 

That Henry borne at Monmouth flaould winne all, 

And Henry borne at Windfor,loofe all: 

Which is fo plaine, chat Exeter doth wifla. 

His day es may finifh, ere that hapleffe time. Exit, 


Sccena Secunda. 


Enter Pucelldifgms’d, with fours Sottldiors with 
Sacks -upon their backy. 

Pitcell. Thefe are the Citie Gates,the Gates of Roan, 
Through which pur Pollicy muft make a breach. 

Take heed,be wary how you place your words, 
Talkelikc the vulgar fort of Market men, 

That come to gather Money for their Corne. 

If we haue eutrance,as I hope we fhali, 

And that we findc the flouthfull Watch but weake, 
lie by a figne giue notice to our friends. 

That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. 


Sottidter. Our Sacks fhali be a meane to fack the City 
And we be Lords and Rulers ouer Roan, 

Therefore wee’le knock, tsockg 

IVatch. Chela. 

puceR. Pea fauns la posture gins deFrattnce, 

Poore Market folkes that come to fell their Corne, 
ffatch. Enter, goc in,the Market Bell is rung. 

Pttcell, Now Roan, lie fhake thy Bulwarkes to the 

ground, . f x ™ nt ‘r 

Enter Charles, Bafiard,AUnfon. 

Charles. Saint Dennis bleflc this happy Stratageme, 
And once againe wee’le fleepe fccure in Roan, 

Baftard. Here ent red PuceSL and herPracfuants: 

Now fhc is there,how will flic fpecific ? 

Here is the beft and fafeft paffage in. 

Ret?. By thrufting out a Torch from yonder f o wer, 
Which once difcern’d,fhewes that her meaning is. 

No way to that^for weaknefle Jyvhith ihe entred. 

Enter FttceR on the top , tbrssfiing out a 
T,orch burning, 

Pttcell Beho!d,this is the happy Wedding Torch/ 
That ioyncth Roan vnto iier Countreymen, 

Bat burning fatall to the falbonitts . 

fafiard. See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ftands. 

Charles. Now {Line it like a Commei of Reuenge, 

A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 

Reig. Dcfcrre no time,delayer haue dangerous ends. 
Enter and cry, the Dolphin, prefcntly. 

And then doe exccutiou on the Watch. Alarum. 

An Alarum. Talbot in an Excarfion. 
7 V£.France,ihoii flaalt rue thisTreafon with thy tcarcs, 
If 7h/^ov but futuiuethyTrechene. 

Pttcell that Witch,chat damned Sorccrcffe, 

Hath wrought thisHellifh Milchiefe rnawares, 

That hardly we efcap’t the Pride of France, Exit. 

An Alarum: Sxcurfions. Bedford brought 
in ficke in a Chayre. 

Enter Talbot andEurgonie without: within, PstCell , 
Charles,Bafiarfiand Reigncir on the Walls. 

Pstcell. God morrow Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread? 
J thinkc the Duke of Burgonie will fall, 

Before hee’le buy againe at fuch a rate. 

’Twasfui! of Darncil: doc you like the tafte ? 

Burg, Scoffcon vile Fiend,and fhamelefle Curtizan, 
Ittuft erelong to choakc thee with thineownc. 

And make thee curfe theHarueft of that Come, 

Charles. Your Grace may ftarue (perhaps) before that 
time. 

Bedf. Oh let no words,buc deedes,reuenge this Trea- 
fon. 

VuceR. What will you doe,good gray-beard ? 

Breake a Launce, and runne a-Tilc atDeath, 

Within a Chayre. 

Talb, Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all defpight, 
Incompafs’d with thv luftfull Paramours, 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 

And twit with Cowardifc amanhalfe dead ? 

Damfell,!le haue a bowt with you againe, 

Or elfe let Talbot perifh with thi3 fhame. 

Pucell. Are yc fohot,Sir: yet Pucell hold thy peace. 

If Talbot doe but Thunder,Raine will follow. 

They whtfjier together ut counfeR, 

God fpeed the Parliament; who ihall be the Speaker f 

1 1 Talb.D are 





































































































